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*O still my child, Orange,

0 still him with the bell.'
'He won't be stilled, madam,
Till you come down yourself.

*For I can't pacify him

On the nursernilk nor pap,

So I pray you come down, madam,

And quiet him on your lap/

'How can I come downstairs
On such a cold winter's night,
With no spark of fire burning,
Nor no candle alight ?'

'You've got two holland sheets up there
As white as the snow.

1  pray you come down, ma'am
By the light of them so.'

The first step she took,
She trod on a stone.
The next step she took
It was on the Larrikin.

*O mercy, you Lamkin,

O mercy have on me.

Though you have killed my Johnson

You shall have all your fee.

CO spare my life Lamkin,
For one, two o'clock,
And 1*11 give you all the money
You can take on your back/

*If you'd give me the money
Like the sand of the sea,
Fd not keep my bright knife
From your white skin so free.'